A  GEM-LIKE   FLAME
infinitely expressive hands—never have I seen such
hands—a somewhat dandified eighteenth-century air,
dressed in a tail-coat and top-hat, carrying a portfolio
of his drawings under his arm—such was Aubrey Beards-
ley. For all the fragility of his appearance, he gave me
the impression of extraordinary power. He seemed to
be possessed of a tense, electrical energy, or atomic force,
and to contain, in his sole tenuous frame, a nervous
force that would have sufficed to animate the clay of a
thousand ordinary men. Nevertheless, there was some-
times a strange stillness about him, a perfection of repose
that had nothing to do with inertia or sluggish inaction.
It was rather as if he was composed of atoms moving
with such intense rapidity as to create the illusion of
absolute tranquillity, a tranquillity resembling the
delicate equilibrium of a variety of contending forces,
something very different from the quiet arising from a
mere cessation from action, as in death, or sleep. This
quintessence of vital energy did not manifest itself in
the vast and grandiose and monstrous, but, infinitely
sublimated, bore fruit in the intricate, the delicate, the
subtle, in the triumph of sweeping lines as beautiful
and passionate as the long-drawn notes of a violin. It
was not for nothing that, in a happy 'second intention',
Osbert Burdett chose for the outward adornment of his
book that wonderful curving line which Beardsley drew
for the cover of Ernest Dowson's Collected Poems ; for, if
Beardsley sums up the decade which we call the Nineties,
that design itself sums up Beardsley.
But this energy of his burned and glowed with a
tragic intensity. Beardsley, at least to outward seeming,
passed through no succession of growth maturity and
decline. Robert Ross describes him as 'an intellectual
Marcellus suddenly matured'; and it is a fact that he swam
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